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incapable of looking at life any other way.  Security
had done that to me.
Next day 1 drove with P------in the Bois,   It was
after lunch. The sun was out and there was a nip
in the air. A cool fresh breeze blew on our sleepy
faces.    P------told me all that happened when I had
left. We spent the whole of that lazy Sunday
afternoon and the greater part of the evening
calling on his friends. We parted late that night,
after a coffee in a caf6 in the Place des Temes. We
had to catch the 'plane next morning, and we felt
we could both do with a bit of sleep. I took a taxi
and came home. Queer face that driver had. There
was a look of perfect content on his countenanceo
It was as still as the night. He pulled up along my
apartment in the rue de Faubourg St. Honore. For
want of something better to say, I asked him how tar
it was to Mont mart re. I knew the distance so well,
but I just wanted to hear him say something.
" Nothing is too far," the old man replied, " if the
heart desires it."
It shook me. My energy returned and the desire
to live. Faith. Love. I put my money back in my
pocket and asked him to drive me to Montmartre.
I did not want to go there. It was just that I
wanted to feel the crisp air on my face and to
awaken to life again. At the Place Pigale I got out.
I tipped the driver handsomely, not so much for his
driving as for his random utterances, which were